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was there buryed, and almost all our chiurgions, one only
excepted of whose help (God be glorified) we had little neede
untill our arrivall in the Downes; where a most sore and greevous
mischance befell us, thorow the necligence of our master gunner,
whose carelesse dooings made us all full heavie, after a most
troublesome and hard adventures to be at our owne doores,
when every man was reconing to sollace him with his freindes,
then by such a casuall hap to be spoyled as we were; for the
gunnor himself was slaine, with two others, and twentie others
greivously hurt; a woorthy mirour for all men of government
taking charge, how so carelessely they demaine themselves,
looking with more care unto the charge unto them committed,
especially such as have the commaund of poulder and suchlike
substance, which is not to be jested withall. The proofe thereof
hath beene to[o] often seene, to the great damage of the woor-
shipfull owners. God graunt this may be the last.
Thus, good reader, I have truly discoursed unto you the
troubles of this our voyage; which, to the glorie of God and our
cuntries woorthy deserved commendations, I have heere
explayned, that you, which beholde the wunders God hath done
for us and our cuntrey, may with us, and wee with you,
prayse Him, and hartely desire that never woorsse succes befall
any of our nation that, as wee have done, fight and adventure in
such hassard for our prince and cuntrey; whose life and honor
God ever maintaine, to the terrour of all domesticall enemies
and the overthrowe of all those that wish her or us ill.
A commemoration of those woorthy and valiant gentlemen,
Captaine Barker and hisfreind, Captaine Cotton, who in this
moste honorable attempt lost their lives.
Gallants of England, Marses chosen pheres1,
Brave men of worth, chaveleres* of fame,
Lay armes aside and poure forth brinish teares,
Wayling their losse whom cowarde foes hath slaine.
Barker, brave man, the honor of thy name,
Whose hautye deedes, yet ill successe in warre,
In cheifest mirth doth cause our tunes to jarre.